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His kinsmen of the Carpio blood are kneeling at his back,
With knightly friends and vassals good, all garb'd in weeds of
black.

He comes to make the obsequies of a basely slaughtered man,
And tears are running down from eyes whence ne'er before they
ran.

His head is bow'd upon the stone, his heart, although full sore,
Is strong as when in days bygone he rode o'er Frank and Moor.

And now between his teeth he mutters, that none his words can

hear,
And now the voice of wrath he utters, in curses loud and clear.

He stoops him o'er his father's shroud, his lips salute the bier,
He communes with the corse aloud, as if none else were near.

His right hand doth his sword unsheath, his left doth pluck his

beard,
And while his liegemen hold their breath, these were the words

they heard:

11 Go up, go up, thou blessed ghost, into the arms of Gocjl,
And fear not lest revenge be lost, when Carpio's blood hath
flowed,

"The steel that drank the blood of France, the arm thy foe

that shielded,
Still, father, thirsts that burning lance, and still thy son can

wield it!"

Then followed a defiance to the king, wlien not a
man would step forward at Alfonso's bidding to seize
Bernardo; and then, alas ! he made his promise of
vengeance good, went over to the ranks of the Moors,
and is heard of no more.

We have ended Bernardo's story; but we must
return to Roncesvalles to say that there is also a whole